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Dramatis  Perfonae; 


D  E  M 6p  H o  N >  King  of  Thrace .      Signor  Mu(Jm. 

DiRCEA,  privately  married  to 

Timanthes  ■        Madam  Mara. 

C  REUS  A,  Princefs  of  Phrygia     Signora  BorfelU. 

Timanthes,  privately  married 

to  Dircea  —  Signor  Luigi  Marchefi. 

Cherintus,  in  love  with  Creufa  Signor  Giufeppe  Benini. 

Mathusius,  aNobleman  of 

the  Court  —  Signor  Cojfa. 

Adrastus,   Captain  of  th^ 

Guard,  —  Signor  Torregiani. 

Olinthus,  a  Child,  the  Son  of 
Timanthes  and  Dircea. 

/    The  Scene  lies  in  Th  r  a c e. 

» 

PRINCIPAL  DANCERS. 

Monf,  Lcibourie*  Mdlle.  Hillijbergh. 

Monf.  Duquefnay.  Mdlle.  De  Caro. 

Monf.  Sala.  Mdlle.  Dori^val. 

Monf.  Ferreri.  Mdlle.  De  la  Croix. 

Monf.  Roff,  Mdlle.  Lahurie. 

Ballet-Master,  Mr.  Blake. 

Taylor,  and  Inventor  of  the  DrelTes,  Mr,  Sejlini. 


TO  THE 
RIGHT  HONOURABLE 
THE 

Marchionefs  of  Salifbury. 

MY  LADY,  ' 

THE  generous  Patronage  with  which  your 
Ladyfhip  has  honoured  me  ever  fince  I  had  the  Ma- 
nagement of  the  Italian  Operas,  being  an  irrefraga- 
ble Apology  for  my  Condudl,  I  cannot  but  wift  to 
make  it  public  ;  I  have  therefore  taken  the  Liberty 
o(  infcribing  the  prefent  Opera  to  your  Ladyfhip  ; 
efpecially  as  the  joined  Abilities  of  Signor  Mar- 
CHEsi  and  Madam  Mara,  the  moft  admired 
Singers  in  the  Univerfe,  afford  me  an  Opportunity 
of  paying  your  Ladyfhip  a  Tribute  due  to  the  re- 
finement of  your  Mufical  Tafle,  and  at  the  fame 
Time  of  exprefling  the  Senfe  of  my  Gratitude  ifi 
the  befl  Manner  of  which  I  am  capable. 

Your  Ladyship's 

mofl  humble,  mpfl  obliged, 

and  moft  devoted  Servant, 


Hanover  Square. 

J.  A.  Gallini 


The  Argument 


DEMOPHON,  during  his  Reign  in  the  Thracian 
Cherfonefus,  confulted  the  Oracle  of  Apollo, 
in  order  to  know  when  the  barbarous  Cuftom  of  fa- 
crificing  a  Virgin  every  Year  in  the  Temple  of  the 
Sun  fhould  end,  and  he  received  this  Anfwer. 

The  wrath  of  Heav'n  with  you  fhall  be  appeas'd^ 

When  th*  innocent  Ufurper  of  a  Throne 

Confpicuous  to  himfelf  fhall  ftand  reveard." 

The  King  not  being  able  to  comprehend  the  dark 
meaning  of  this  reply,  thought  himfelf  obliged  tq  con* 
tinue  the  performance  of  the  Sacrifice,  till  the  Oracular 
Ambiguity  fhould  be  explained.  The  Names  of  the 
principal  Virgins  of  the  Kingdom  were  put  in  an  Urn, 
out  of  which  the  unhappy  V  i(9:imVas  drawn.  The 
King's  Daughters  were  fubjefl:  to  the  Law,  as  well  as 
the  others  :  Demophon  however  thought  proper  to 
fend  them  abroad,  to  avoid  the  danger.  Taking  ad- 
vantage of  this  unlawful  partiality,  Mathufius,  one  of 
the  chief  Nobles  of  the  Court,  pretended  that  Dircea, 
whom  he  believed  to  be  his  Daughter,  fhould  be  ex- 
cluded from  the  Urn.  His  Pretenfion  was  confidered 
by  the  Monarch  as  the  greatefl:  temerity,  and  he  im- 
mediately ordered  that  the  innocent  Dircea  fhould  be 
dragged  to  the  Altar,  without  waiting  for  the  decifioa 
of  Chance, 

Now  Dircea  was  not  Daughter  of  Mathufius,  but  of 
the  King,  and  was  befides  Wife  of  l^imanthes,  who 
though  fuppofed  to  be  the  Heir  Apparent  of  the 
Crown,  was  the  Son  of  Mathufius. 

This  Circumflance,  tvhich  was  unknow^n  to  Dc* 
inophon,  is  the  Bafis  of  the  prefent  Drama. 
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A    T    T    O  L 

3   C   E   N   A  L 
Atrio. 

Adrafio  e  Matujie. 

Adr.    A  Domandar  che  folo, 
/j^  II  nome  di  Dircea 

L'urna  fatal  non  vegga, 

Altra  ragion  non  hai  che  '1  regie  efempio* 
Mat.  E  ti  par  poco  ?  io  forfe 

Perche  fuddito  nacqui 

Son  men  padre  del  Re  ?  Adr.  Pur  tropp^ 

bieco 

Ei  gia  ti  guarda. — Mat.  In  vano 
I/odio  di  lui  tu  mi  rammenti,  e  Tira  : 
La  ragion  n\i  difende,  ii  Ciel  m*infpira. 
O  fiu  tremar  non  vt}glio 
Fra  tanti  affanni  e  tanti ; 
O  ancor  chipreme  il  fogUo 
Ha  da  trmar  con  {fartono 

S   C   E   N    A  IL 

Dirceay  pot  Timante. 

Dir.  Se  '1  mio  principe  almeno 

Qiiindi  lungi  non  foffc— -Oh  Ciel,  che  miro  \ 

Ei  vicnc  a  me  ! 
Tim.  Dolce  Conforte  1 

Dir.  Oli 
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A    C    T  L 

S     C     E     N  .  E  L 
A  Ball. 
Adrajius  and  Mathufius. 

Adri  TX       Y  (hould  you  hope  to  fee  your 
VV  '      daughter's  name 
Alone  exernptcd  from  the  fatal  urn  ? 
You  plead  the 'King  perhaps— 
Mat.  Andjiift/^he  plea- 
Am  I,  bech^fc  a  fubjeft,  lefs  a  father  ? 
Adr.  Alas  !  the  King  already 

Beholds  you  with  an  unpropitious  eye. 
Mat.  In  vain  thou  teirft  me 

Of  wrath  or  hatred  in  his  breaft  :   while  reafon 
Afferts  my  caufe,  and  Heav'a  infpires  my 
thoughts. 

'No  longer  Jhall  this  b of om  groan, 

Oppreji  beneath  its  load  of  woe  : 
Or  the  proud  Monarch  on  his  "Throne 
With  me  Jhall  equal  anguijh  kno  w. 

{exeunt) 

S    C   E    N    E  II. 

Dircea  and  Timanthes. 
Dir.  O  were  niy  .  Prince 
.  Lefs  diftant Heavens  he  comes ! 
^im."  My  deareft  wif?  !~ 

Dir.  What 
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Dir.  Oh  Dio ! 

E  qual  amico  nume 

Ti  rende  a  me  ! 
ST/w.  Del  Genitor  un  eenno 

Mi  richiama  dal  campo, 

Ne  la  cagion  ne  fo.    Ma  tu,  mia  vita 

Dimmi>  penfafti  a  me  ? 
Dir.  Puoi  dubitarne — 
Sim.  Che  fa  *1  picciolo  Olinto  ? 

Guidami  a  iui,  fa  ch'io  lo  vegga. 
Dir.  Affrena 

Signor  per  ora  il  violento  affetto : 

Spofo  un  fiero  periglio  a  noi  fovrafta  % 

Tu  fai  che  *1  giorno  8  quefto 

Deir  annuo  facrificio/   II  nome  n>io 

Saraefpofto  alia  fort€,    11  re  io  vuole, 

S'oppone  il  padre,  e  della  lor  contcfa 

Temo  piu  che  del  refto. 
7im.      noto  forfe 

Al  padre  tuo  che  fei  mia  fpofa  ! 
Dir.  II  cielo 

Non  voglia  mai:  piu'  non  vivrci.' 
lim.  M'afcolta, 

Proporro  che  di  nuovo 

Si  confulti  Toracolo:  Acquiftiamo 

Tempo  a  penfar 
Dir.  Quefto  e  gia  fatto.    Tim.  E  come  ? 
Dir.  Ofcuro  e  breve: 

*  Con  vol  del  Ciel  fi  plachera  lo  fdegno^ 

*  Euando  noto  a  fe  fteffo 

«  Fia  rinnocente  ufurpator  d'un  re8;nQ, 
iim.  Che  tenebre  fon  quelle  ? 
Dir.  Ah  fe  dair  urna 

Efce  il  mio  nome  ?    oh  Dio ! 

"Tim.  Spofa. 
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Dir.  What  friendly  powVreftores  thee  to  my  arms? 
'I'im.  My  father's  mandate  brings  nne  frprn  the 
camp  : 
The  caufe  to  me  unknown. 
But  tell  me  are  thy  thoughts  ftill  conftant  to 
thy  love,  to  Timanthes  ? 
D/r.  Canft  thou  doubt  my  faith  ? 
^im.  How  fares  my  boy  Olinthus?  lead  mc  to  him, 
O  let  mc  fee  the  precious  pledge  of  our 
connubial  joys. 
Dir.  Forbear  my  Lord, 

A  while  fupprefs  a  parent's  tendernefs  : 
A  dreadful  danger  now  impends,  thou  know'ft 
This  is  the  day  of  th*  annual  facrifice  ; 
My  name  alas  !  muft  ftand  the  fatal  chance  : 
Such  is  the  King's  command,  my  anxious  father 
Has  dar'd  t'oppofe  it,  and  from  their  contention 
My  fears  increafe. 
^im.  And  does  Mathufius  know 

Our  hands  are  join'd  in  Hymen's  facred  ties  ? 
Dir.  Forbid  it  heav'n — thy  confort  then  were  loft. 
*Tm.  Yet  hear  me  Til  propofc 
To  feek  the  Oracle  again  ;  by  this 
At  leaft  we  gain  more  time  for  further  thought. 
Dir.  Already  this  is  done  7im.  And  what  fuccefs? 
Dir.  Short  was  the  anfwer,  and  in  terms  obfcure. 
Beneath  the  wrath  of  Heav'n  your  land  muft 
groan, 

«  Till  time  difclofe  the  fecret  caufe  to  light ; 
"  Till  to  himfelf  reveaPd  th*  offender's  known. 
Who  guiltlefs  now  ufurps  a  prince's  right,'^ 
5"it»^lmpenetrable  darknefs  ! 
Dir.  Should  my  lot  be  drawn 

For  this  day's  facrifice,  what  hopes  remain  5 

Tim.  In 
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^im.  Spofa,  ne'  gran  perigli 

Gran  coraggio  bifogna.    Al  re  conylene 

Scoprir  Tarcano.    Dir.  E  la  funcfta  legge 

Che  a  morir  mi  condanna ! 
Tim.  Un  re  la  fcriflc. 

Pod  rivocarla  un  re/  benche  fevcro^' 

Non  dubitar  Dircea,  lafcia  la  ciira 

A  me  del  tuo  deftino,  e  per  tua  pace 

Ti  fia  nell'  alma  impreflb, 

Che  a  te  penfo  cor  mio  piu  che  a  me  fteflb. 

Dir.        Se  ti  per  do  a  caro  hene^ 
Che  Jar  a  di  quefio  cor  ? 
.  Avra  fine  in  tante  pe7te 
La  mia  vita^  e  non  Famor. 
A  difpetto  della  forte 
Saro  fida  al  mio  teforoy 
E  fra  r ombre  della  morte 
T^amero  cofiante  ognor.  [  (parte) 

S  C  E  N  A  III- 

^imantey  epoi  Demofonte  con  JeguitOy  indi 
Jdrajlo. 

Tim.  Sei  pur  cieca  o  fortuna:  Alia  mia  fpofa 

Generofa  concedi 

Belta,  virtu  quafi  divina,  e  poi 

La  fai  nafcer  vaffalla. 
Dem.  Principe,  figlio.    Tim.  Amato  padre, 
Dem.  Sorgi  {Tim.  ^'inginocchia  e  gli  bacia  lamano) 
Tim.  I  tuoi  reali  imperi. 

Eccomi  ad  efeguir* 

Dem.  I 
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Tim.  In  defpVate  dangers^  defp'rate  means  are 
needful : 

The  King  muft  know  the  ftory  of  our  nuptials. 
Dir.  But  how  t'  evade  the  fentence  of  the  law 

Impending  o'er  my  head 
Tim,  A  Monarch  made, 

A  Monarch  can  revoke  the  ftern  decree. 
Demophon,  tho'  fc vere,  *  is  yet  a  father : 
My  Dirce  doubt  no  more  ; 
Commit  thy  future  deftiny  to  me  : 
To  calm  thy  troubled  thoughts,  let  this  fix'd 
affurance  ever  dwell  in  thy  mind,  that  I  hold 
thy  peace  far  dearer  than  my  own. 
Dir.    Deprived  of  thee^  without  thy  love 

What  will  become  of  my  poor  heart  ? 
Too  fatal fure  my  grief  fhall  prove y  \ 

But  with  my  breath  Vll  only  part. 
In  fpite  of  fate^  my  tender foul^ 

Faithful  to  thee  fhall  e'er  remain. 
No  pow'r  my  purpofe fhall  controul ; 
E'en  chilling  death  fhall  frown  in  vain. 

(  exit.) 

SCENE  IIL 

Timanthes^  then  Demoph on  attended^ 
Afterwards  Adraflm. 
Tim.  O  Fortune  !  wherefore  did  thy  lavifli  hand 
Beftow  on  Dirce  ev'ry  female  charm  ; 
Beauty  unmatched,  and  virtue  fcarcely  human^ 
Yet  blindly  place  her  in  afubjeft  rank. 
Dem.  Prince  my  fon — 
Tim.  My  beloved  father — 

Dem.  Rife.  {kneels  and  kiffes  his  hand). 

Tim.  Behold  me  here  obedient  to  your  will. 

Dm.  Thy 
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Dem.  I  tuoi  fudori 

Di  ripofo  han  bifogno  : 

II  meritar  fon  le  tue  parti,  e  fono 

II  premiarti  le  mie. 
^im.  (Opportune  e  il  momento-ardir)  conofco 

Tanto  il  bel  cor  del  mio 

Tenero  genitor,  che —    Dem.  No,  non  puoi 

Conofccrlo  abbaftanza.    Jo  penfo  o  figlio 

A  te  pill  che  non  credi. 

Jo  ti  leggo  neir  alma,  e  quel  che  taci 

Intendo  ancor,  con  la  tua  fpofa  al  fianco 

Vorrefti  omai  che  ti  vedeffe  il  regno. 

Di,  non  e  ver  ?  Tim.  (Certo  ei  fcoperfe  il  nodo, 

Che  mi  ftringe  a  Dircea).  Dem.  Parlar  non  ofi! 

A  compiacerti  appunto 

II  tuo  mi  perfuade 

Rifpettofo  filenzio:  io  lo  confeffb 

Dubitar  fulla  fcelta.    Alfin  prcvalfe 

II  defio  di  vederti 

Felice  o  prence.    Tim.  Oh  Numi ! 

Amato  genitore 

Nuova  vita  or  mi  dai. 
Dem.  S'attende  ad  ogni  iftante 

La  fofpirata  nave 

Che  la  real  Creufa 

Conduce  alle  tue  nozze, 
'^im^  (OhCiel?^  Signor — credei — (ah!  error  fu- 

nefto  !)  ' 
Adr.  Signor,  giungono  in  porto 

Le  frigie  navi.    Dem.  Ad  incontrar  la  fpofa 

Vola  o  Timante.    Tim.  Jo  ?    Dem.  Si,  con  tc 
verrei. 

Ma  un  funefto  dover  mi  chiama  al  tempio  j 

Tim.  Fcrmat  f 
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Dem.  Thy  toils  demand  refrefliment ; 

'Tis  thine  to  merit,  to  reward  is  mine. 
^im.  (*Tis  now  the  wifh'd  for  time,  be  bold  and 
fpeak,) 

So  well  I  know  the  goodnefs  of  my  father. 
That  — 
Dem.  O  no  !  thou  canft  not  tell, 

How  dear  I  hold  thee  :  little  thinks  my  fon 
How  much  his  peace  employs  my  careful  hours, 
I  read  thy  thoughts  this  inftant,  ev'n  thy  filence 
I  conftrue  for  thee,  all  thy  foul  afpires  to, 
Is  to  behold  thy  confort  by  thy  fide  : 
Is  it  not  fo  ? 

^im.  (Sure  he  has  heard  the  fecret  of  our  nup- 
tials). 

Dem.  Thou  dar'ft  not  fpeak— ^ 

Thy  refpectful  filence 

Perfuades  me  to  fulfil  thy  utmofl  wifhes: 

I  own  at  firft  I  doubted  on  the  choice  ; 

At  length  my  fole  defire  to  fee  thee  happy 

PrevaiPd  o'er  all. 
Tim.  (Ye  gracious  pow'rs  ;) 

O  Royal  Sir  !  you  give  me  life  unhop'd. 
Dem.  Ev'ry  moment  is  expeded,  the  fliip  that 

brings  the  fair  Creufa  to  thy  nuptial  bed. 
^Tim.  (OGods!) 

My  Lord,  I  hop'd  (O  fatal,  fatal  error  !) 
Jdr.  The  Phrygian  ftiips,  my  Lord,  have  gain'd 
the  port. 

Dem^  Then  go,  Timanthes,  hafte  to  meet  thy 
bride,       Tim.  Who,  I  my  Lord  ? 

Dem.  Myfelf 

Would  with  thee  thither,  but  the  mournful 
rites 

Of  facrifice  demand  me  at  the  Temple. 

Tim.  Yet 
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7im.  Ferma,  fenti  Signer.  Dem^  Parlache  brami ; 
Tim.  Confefiarti  Cche  fo?)  chiederti  (oh  Dio  ! 

Che  Anguftia  e  quefta  \)  II  facrificio  o  padre. 

La  legge,  la  confer te — 

(Oh  legge  !  oh  fpoia  !  oh  facrificio  !  oh  forte!) 
Dem.  Frence;  omai  non  ci  refta 

Piu  luogo  al  pentimento:  e'ftrerto  il  nodo, 

Jo  Pho  promefTo-    II  confervar  la  fede 

Obbligo  neceffario  e  di  chi  regna, 

E  laiieceffita  gran  cofe  infegna. 

Per  let  fra  rarmi  dorme  il  guerriero, 
Per  lei  fra  Ponde  cant  a  il  nocehierOy 
Per  lei  la  morte  terror  non  ha. 
Fin  le  piu  timide  belve  fugaci 
Valor  dimojlranoy  ft  f anno  audaci 
Euand  'e  il  comhattere  neceffita  {parte) 

S    C    E    N    A  IV. 

Timante  fob. 

Ma  che  vi  fece  o  ftelle 

La  povera  Dircea,  che  tante  unite 

Sventure  contro  lei  ?    Voi  che  infpirafte 

I  cafti  afFetti  alle  iioftr'  alme,  voi, 

Che  al  pudico  Imeneo  fofle  prefenti 

Difendetelo,  o  nunai ;  io  mi  confondo, 

M'  opprefle  il  colpo  a  fegno, 

Che  '1  cor  mancommi,  e  fi  fmarri  Tingegno. 

Sperai  vicino  il  lido, 

Credei  calmato  il  ventOy 

Ma  trafportar  mi  fento 

Fra  le  tempefte  ancor. 

E  da  mo  fcoglio  infido 

Mentre  falvar  mi  voglio^ 

Urlo 
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"Tim.  Yet  ftay  and  hear  me.  Sir — — 

Dem.  What  wouldft  thou  ?  fpeak. 

Tim.  Hear  me  confefs,  (but  whither  am  I  driven?) 

Yet  let  me  a(k  thee  (O  my  tortured  foul !) 

O  Sir  !  the  facrifice  !  the  law,  my  wife  ! 

(O  direful  law  !  O  moft  unhappy  bride  ! 

0  cruel  facrifice  and  fatal  chance  ) 

Dem.  No  more,  I  cannot  now  prolong  the  time. 

The  terms  arc  fettled.  Prince,  my  promife  giv'n. 

A  Monarch's  word  is  facred ;  he  who  rules 

Muft  guard  his  faith  unftd.in'd    and  oft  we  find 

Virtue  the  offspring  of  neceffity. 

By  this  in  arms  the  warrior  Jleeps^ 
The  failor  Jings  amid  the  deepsi 
And  death  we  view  without  affright : 
The  tirn'rous  beajls  that  fly  the  foe 
Canflrengthajfumey  and  boldnejs Jhow^ 
When  by  neceffity  they  fight.  {exit. ) 

SCENE       IV.  , 

Timanthes  alone. 

What  guilt  has  Dirce  known,  malignant  ftars  ! 
That  thus  you  join  to  heap  affliftions  on  her  ? 
You,  who  were  prefent  at  the  blamelefs  union. 
Ye  pow'rs  !  pr  jteft  the  love  yourfelves  infpir'd. 
This  ftroke  has  chilFd  my  heart,  and  all  in  vain 

1  drive  to  call  my  wand'ring  fpirits  home. 

I  fondly  hop'd  to  reach  the  floor  e^ 
And  hear  the  winds  no  longer  roar 
Exposed  amid  the  fionny  main. 
And  while  from  one  my  veflel  flies : 
Another  rock  my  fate  fuppUes : 

In 
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Urto  in  un  altro  Jcoglto 

Delprimo  ajjai  peggior.  (parte ) 

S    C    E   N    A  IV. 

Porto  con  navi^  da  una  delle  qualt  Jbarcano  al  fuono 
di  varjjlromenti^  preceduti  da  numerofo  corteggio 
Creufae  Cherinto:  indi  fopraggiunge  fimante. 

Cre.  Taci,  non  piu,  Che.  Ma  di  pieta  fon  degno— 
Cre,  Se  in  avvenir  piu  faggio 

Non  fei  di  quel  che  fofti  infino  adora, 
Non  conmparirmi  innanzi,  intendi  ancora  ? 

{Cherinto  bolendo  partire  incontra  Timante) 
S^im.  Dinami,  Cherinto,  e  quefta 

La  Frigia  principefla  ?   Che.  Appunto.  Tim. 

lo  deggio 
Seco  parlar,  per  un  monnento  folo. 
Da  noi  ti  fcofta.  Cher.  Ubbidiro  !  ( che  pena  !) 

{Cher,  ft  rilira) 

Cre.  Spofo>  fignor.  ^im.  Donna  real  noi  fiamo 

In  gran  periglio  entrambi. 
Cre.  Come!  che  avvenne  ?    TV;;;.  I  noftri 

Genitori  fra  noi  flnnfero  un  nodo, 

Che  forfe  a  te  difpiace, 

Ch'io  non  richiffi:  I  preoi  tuoi  reali 

Sarian  dagni  d*un  nnme, 

Non  che  di  me.    Ma  'I  irjio  deftin  non  vuole 

Ch'io  poffa  efferti  fpofo.    Un  vi  s'pppone 

Invincibil  riparo. 
Cre.  Ah  Prence  almeno  dimnni — 
T'im.  DifTi  tutto  '1  cor  mio, 

Ne  piu  dirti  faprei,  penfaci  addio  (parte) 


SCEN4 
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In  vain^  alas  !  the  firfi  is  paft^ 

When  greater  perils  wait  the  lafl !  ( exit.) 

SCENE  V. 

Afea  port  with  a  view  of  fever al  fhips^from  one  of 
which  Creufa  and  Cherintus,  accompanied  by  a 
numerous  train^  dif embark  to  the  found  of  various 
inftruments — then  comes  Timanthes. 

Cre.  Forbear,  Til  hear  no  more. 
Cher.  Sure  I  deferve  thy  pity. 
Cre.  If  from  this  hour  thou  doft  not  learn  a  con- 
verfe 

^  More  fuited  to  our  ftate,  no  longer  dare 

Appear  before  me  now,  thou  know'ft  my 

meaning. 

Tim.  Cherinthus,  fay,  is  this  the  Phrygian  Prin- 
cefs  ?  ( Cber.  going  meets  Timantbes.y 

Cher.  It  is. 

Tim.  I  would  converfe  in  private  with  her  5 
Vouchfafe  a  moment  to  retire  apart. 

Cher.  I  fhall  obey— (O  torture  !)     {Clher.  retires^ 

Cre.  Sir,  My  Lord  ! 

Tim.  Fair  royal  Virgin,  we  are  both  in  danger 

CrCy  What  has  befallen  ? 

Tim.  Our  parents  have  decreed 

An  union  to  thyfelf  perhaps  ungrateful. 
By  me  unfought :  thy  regal  virtues,  princefs, 
Deferve  a  God  far  rather  than  Timanthes  ; 
But  fate  forbids  me  to  become  thy  hufband ; 
There  is  a  bar  which  nothing  can  furmount. 

Cre.  But  tell  me  at  leaft,  O  Prince — 

Tim.  Already  have  I  told 

Whatever  my  breaft  conceard~refled — fare- 
well, {exit.) 

SCENE 
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S    C    E   N   A  VL 

Creu/a  e  Cherinto. 
Cre.  Numi !  a  Creufa  ?  alia  real  erede 

DelJo  fcettro  di  Frigia  un  tale  oltraggio  ? 

Cherinco,  ah  Tonor  mio 

Vendica  tu  fe  m'ami, 
Che.  Ma  che  vorrefti  ?    Cre.  II  fangue 

Deir  audace  Timante. 
Cher.  Del  mio  german  ?  Cre.  Che  !  impallidifci? 
ah  vile  ! 

Va',  trovero  chi  voglia 

Meritar  I'amor  mio.    Cher.  Ma  principefla — 
Cre.  Non  piu,  lo  fo,  fietc  d'accordo  entrambi 
Scellerati  a  tradirmi,    Che.  Joi  come  ?  e  credj 
Cofi  dungue  il  mio  amor  poco  fincero* 
Cre.  Del  tuo  amor  mi  vergogno  o  falfo  o  vero. 
Non  euro  Vaffetto 
jym  timido  amante^ 
Che  ferba  nel  petto 

Si  poco  valor  {partem)  - 

S    C    E   N    A  VIL 

Bircea  fola. 

Deir  amato  conforte 
II  barbaro  periglio 

Mi  turba  Talma,  e  inumidifce  il  cigHo. 

Numi  che  fara  mai ! 

Cento  affanni  crudeli 

Mi  contraftano  in  feno. 

Non  ha  configlio  il  cor,  non  ho  piu  pace ; 

L'anima  mia  fmarrita 

Non  puo  fpcrar  pieta,  non  trova  aita. 

Jgitata 
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SCENE  VI. 

Creufa  and  Cherinttiu 

Cre.  Gods  !  to  Creufa,  to  the  royal  heir 

Of  Phrygians  fcepter  this  affront  ! — Cherintus 

If  thou  lov'ft  me. 

Avenge  my  injur'd  honour. 
Cher.  What  canft  thou  aflc  ? 
Cre.  The  blood  of  bold  Timanthes. 
Cher.  My  brother  !  — 
Cre.  Art  thou  pale  ?   Go  coward  wretch  ! 

ril  find  fome  other  will  delerve  my  love. 
Cher.  Yet  hear  me,  Princefs  f 
Cre.  Peace    I'll  hear  no  more  : 

I  fee  your  mutual  purpofe  to  betray  me. 
Cher.  Canft  thou  fo-far  diftruft  my  faithful  paf- 
fion  ? 

Cre.  I  fcorn  thy  paflion  whether  falfe  or  true. 
Th^  affection  of  a  timorous  lover 
Ever  (hall  my  foul  defpife^ 
In  whofe  breaft  we  ne'er  dif cover 
Gen'rous /parks  of  valour  rtfe.     ( exeunt.) 

SCENE  VII. 

Bircea  alone. 

My  deareft  confort's  danger  fills  my  foul 

With  dread  anxiety — I  can*c  refrain 

From  tears — ye  pow'rs  what  fad  calamity 

Is  now  prepared  for  me ;  a  thoufand  cruel 

Anguifliing  thoughts  difturb  my  mind— alas  ! 

I  fee  th'  impending  ruin  while  in  vain 

I  feek  for  hope  or  comfort  in  my  forrow. 
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Agitata  in  tanto  affanno 
11  furor  del  del  pavento. 
Perche  fpofo  oh  Dio !  mi  fen  to 
V alma  in  feno  lacerar. 
Ah  crudeli  ajlri  tiranni 
Date  pace  a  quejlo  core ; 
Chi  nonprova  il  mio  dolor e^ 
No,  non  fa  chejia  dolor.  (parte) 

S    C    E    N    E  IX. 
Cher  into  fob. 
Oh  Dei !  perche  tanto  furor-che  mai 
Le  avra  detro  il  German  ?  voler  ch*io  fteflb 
Nelle  fraterne  vene — ah  fv^enturato  ! 
11  deftino  tiranno, 

Perche  non  ferbo  in  feno  un  cor  feroce, 
Perche  d'un  vero  amor  languifco  e  more. 
Mi  coftringe  a  lafciar  il  mio  telbro. 

Oh  quanto  e  folic 

Chi  jiegue  amore^ 

Ghe  tutta  perde 

La  pace  al  core. 

Per  un  oggetto 

U  infedelta' 

A  che  fi  fpargono  ' 
Miferi  amanti 
Per  un  hel  volto 
Sofpiri  e  pianti 
Se  il  nofiro  affetto 

Merc}  non  ha.  {parte) 

SCENE  X. 

Atrio. 

Matufio  efce  furiofo  con  Dircea  per  mano^  indi  7i- 
mantey  pofcia  Adraflo  con  Guar  die,  che  circon- 
dano  Dircea. 

Dir.  Dove,  dove,  o  fignor  ?    Mat.  Ncl  piu  de- 
fcrto  Sen 
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/  fee  the  frowns  of  mighty  JovCr 

I  feel  the  thunder  of  his  rage 

Forlorn^  dijira£led  in  my  love^ 

My  grief  no  comfort  can  affuage. 

Malignant  powers  what  have  I  done  ? 

With  me  you  play  the  tyrants  part ^ 

For  thd^  my  innocence  is  known^ 

Tou  ne^er  ceafe  torturing  my  heart.  ( exit,) 


SCENE  IX. 


Cherintus  alone. 


Ye  Gods !  what  means  this  ftorm  ?  How  could 

Timanthes 
Excite  her  anger  thus  ! — to  bid  me  fteep 
This  hand  in  my  brother's  blood !  — — — 
Alas  !  what  cruel  deftiny  ! 
My  tendernefs  is  conftruedinto  crime, 
Becaufe  I  fliudder  at  a  horrid  deed, 
Vm  doom'd  to  lofe  the  objeft  of  my  heart. 
True  happinefs  or  real Joy 
In  love  we  ne'er  can  hope  to  find  5 
Cupid  but  labours  to  dejlroy 
The  peace  and  comfort  of  mankind* 
The  tender  lover  for  his  pains 
In  ev'^ry  thought  acquires  a  thorn  i 
He  lives  in  mijery  and  chains^  • 
And  meets  ingratitude  and  /corn.     ( exit.) 

SCENE  X, 
A  Hall. 

Mathufius  in  hdfle  with  Dircea  by  the  hand  :  then 


Timanthes^  a  fterwards  AdMJius  with  guards^ 
that  furround  Dircea. 

Dir.  Ah,  whither  whither  muft  I  go  my  Lord  } 
M^t.  To  Lybia's  inmoft  defarls. 


Dir. 


Sen  della  Libia.    Dir.  (Ahime  !)  Mat.Dn'- 
cea  t'afFrctta 

^im.  Dircea  non  partira.    MaL  Chi  rimpcdilce? 
Tim.  lo.     Mat.  Come?     Dir.  Ahime !  Mat. 
Difendero  col  ferro 
La  paterna  ragion.     Tim.  Col  ferro  anch'io 

{  fnuda  la  fpada) 
La  mia  difendero.    Dir.  Prence  che  fai  ? 
Fermati  o  genitor.  Mat,  Empio  !  iinpedinni, 
Che  al  crudel  facrificio  un'  innocente 
Vergine  io  tolga?  Dir,  (Oh  Dei')  Tim.  Forfe 
dair  iirna 

Ufci  '1  fuo  nome  ?    Mat.  No,  ma  vuol  Tin- 
giufto 

Tuo  genitor  queft'  innocente  uccifa 

Senza  il  voto  del  cafo.    Tim.  E  perche  tanto 

Sdegno  con  lei  ?  Mat.  Per  punir  me  che  voile 

Impedir,  che  alia  forte 

Foffe  efpofta  Dircea*. 
Tim.  Barbare  ftelle  !    Dir.  Oh  Dio  ! 

Ogni  cofa  cohgiura  a  danno  niio^ 
Jdr.  Ola  Miniftri,  attenti 

Cuftodite  Dircea.    Tim.  Per  qual  cagione 

E*  Dircea  prigioniera  ?    Jdr.  Jl  re  Timpone 
Dir.  Soccorretemi  voi  numi  pietofi,  (parte) 
Mat.  Delia  pieta  de*  Numi 

Dcgn!  oggetti  pur  fono 

NcJ  pm  fiero  deftin  fenza  delitto 

Una  mifera  figlia,  \m  padre  afflitto  (parte) 
Tim.  Non  ifmarririi  o  cara, 

Al  genitor  io  volo,  e  fe  '1  fuo  fdegno 

Non  cede,  trovetaffi 

Altra  via  di  falvarti.  Dir.  Oh  Dip  !  nop  fpera 
Alcun  fiparo  al  mio  deftin  funcfto, 
Add^o  !    forfe  fia  quefto 

L'Ultimo 
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Dir  Ah  me!       Mat.  Let  us, be  gone. 

^tim,  Dircea  muft  not  departs 

MaL  And  who.  forbids  it  ? 

Tim.  That  fiiall  I.    Mat.  Indeed! 

Dir.  O  Heaven  ! 

Mat.  This  Iword  fb all  ; guard  a  father's  right 

(draws) 

7im.  And  this  lliall  vindicate  the  rights  I  claim. 

{drizws) 

Dir.  Ah!  Prince!  what  wouldft  thou  do  ?  O  hold 
my  father  ! 

Mat.  Impious !  t'  oppofe  me  when  I  feek  to  fave 

A  guiltlefs  maid  from  cruel  facrifice  ! 
Dir.  (O  Gods  ! ) 

Tim.  Has  then  her  name  been  drawn  ? 
Mat.  No,  but  thy  father 

Has  moft  unjuftly  doomed  her  guiltlefs  life. 
Without  the  fentence  of  the  fatal  urn- 
TV;;?.  Whyfhouldhis  anger  kindle  thus  againft  thee? 
Mat.  To  punifh  me  becaufe  I  durft  attempt 

T'  exclude  my  daughter  from  the  lots  of  death. 
Dir.  Ye  barb'rous  ftars  ! 

All  has  confpir'd  to  haften  my  deftrudlion* 
Adr.  Guards  feize  on  Dirce  (Guards  fur  round  her) 
Tim.  What  means  this  violence  ?  for  whatcaufe 

is  Dirce  fecur*d  a  prifoner  ? 
Jdr.  'Tis  the  King's  command.  (emt.) 
Dir.  O  ye  merciful  powers  alTift  me. 
Mat.  Sure  never  were  objefts  more  worthy  the 
protection  of  Heaven  than  an  innocent  virgin 
condemned  to  die,  and  a  guiltlefs  unfortu- 
nate parent  overwhelmed  with  grief.(m/.) 
Tim.  My  love  difpel  thy  fears,  I'll  hafte  to  my 
father,  and  fhould  his  refe'ntment  ftill  con- 
tinue, rii  find  fome  other  means  to  fave  * 
thee.  Dir. 
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L'ultimo  iftante.    7im.  Oh  Numi ! 
Non  prefagir  si  gran  fventura,  aflai 
Gia  mi  palpita  il  cor,  ti  rafficura, 
Ti  rivedro  fra  poco.    Addio  Dircea 
Dir,  Principe,  addio.    Tim.  Spofa.    Dir.  Ti- 

mante.    J  2.  Oh  Dei ! 
Dir.  Perche  ancora  non  parti  ? 
Tim.  Perche  torni  a  mirarmi  ? 

Ed  accrefci  col  pianto  i  miei  martiri  ? 
Dir^  E  tu  intanto  ben  mio  perche  fofpiri  ? 
Tim.  Un  interno  tunnulto — 
Dir.  Un  palpi  to  crudele — Eh  omai  fi  tronchi 
Si  pcnofo  indugiar.    Secondi  *1  Cielo 
I  miei  fervidi  voti,  e  i  penfier  tuoi 
Tim.  Ah  fermati  mio  ben,  fenti.  Dir.  Che  vuoi 
7im.        La  defira  ti  chiedo 
Mio  dolce  foftegno^ 
Per  ultimo  pegno 
D^Amore  e  di  fe. 
Dir.        Ah  quejlo  fu  il  jegno 
Del  nojlro  contentoy 
hi  a  fento  che  adejfo 
UiJleJJi  non  e. 
J  2.        Mia  vita,  ben  mio 
Addio  mio  teforo. 
Che  harharo  fatol 
Che  legge  crudell 
Che  attendono  i  ret 
Dagli  ajlri  funejii, 
Se  i  premj  fon  quejii 
D^uri  alma  fedel. 


Fine  deir  Atto  Primo. 


(  n  ) 

Dir.  Thou  feek'ft  in  vain  to  fave  me — farewell— 
this  is  perhaps  the  laft  monnent  I  enjoy  thy 
prefence, 

l^im.  O  Heavens  !  my  Jove  do  not  jret'give  thy- 
feif  up  to  defpondency — 
Thy  fears  heighten  my  grief — but  take  comfort 
I  fliall  foon  fee  thee  again — farewell  my  Dircc* 

Dir.  Prince,  farewell. 

5r/V».  My  wife  !  Dir.  Timanthes ! 

Both  O  ye  powers  ! 

Dir.  Why  go'ft  thou  not  ? 

Tim.  Why  doft  thou  turn  again  to  gaze  upon  mc? 
Alas  !  thy  tears  inflame  my  forrows— 

Dir.  And  thou  too  figh'ft  Timanthes. 

Tim.  An  inward  tumult— — 

Dir.  A  ceafelefs  palpitation  But  I  muft 

conceal  my  weaknefs  from  thy  fight — may  pro- 
pitious Heaven  grant  thee  his  protection* 

Tim.  Ah  !  ftay  my  life  !  hear  me. 

Dir.  What  would'ft  thou  fay  ? 

Tim.        Thou  dear  eft  obje£i  of  my  care^ 

InflruSl  me  how  thefe  woes  to  hear  : 
Jh  !  reach  thy  hand  at  ka!i  to  prove 
The  laft  dear  pledge  of  truth  and  love. 

Dir.        This  hand  when  fondly  joined  to  thine j 
Was  mce  of  happinefs  the  fign : 
But  now  thofe  fleeting  moments 
The  fign  of  happinejs  no  more. 

Both.       Farewell  thou  treafure  of  my  heart  I 
Relent lefs  fate  that  bids  us  part ! 
That  dooms  us  ne'er  to  meet  again! 
Can  eUr  malignant  planets  fhed 
Worfe  evils  on  the  guilty  heady 
Than  faithful  love  muft  now  fuftabu 

End  of  the  Firft  Ad. 
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Atno. 

Creufa    e  Adrajlo.. 

Cre.  tutta  del  iinuLo 

:  t?: ■  lo  la  cagion  comprendo,  di  Dirdsa 

E'Tirmnte  inv^ghito,  ella  e  il  fuo  bene,- 
E  a  ricevere  oltraggi  in  quefte  arene 
Soltanto  io  venni,  al  patrio  fuolo  intarito 
Far -VG*  pronto  ritornOj        \  \  ^-'^P^ 
E'l  real  Genitor  alpra  vehdetta-^"  7^ 
Sapra  far  de"  miei  torti. 
Adr.  Modera  o  principefla  i  tuoi  trafportL  \ 
Nella  torbtdd  tempejia    '    -       ' ' 
Che  in  noi:  deft  a  amove  ed  Way 
Sol  imgdhnay  fol  delira 
'^JSaffannato  noftro^or.  (parfe) 

s  c  E  ■■N%^^---'n:': 

Creiifa  e  DemofontCi  indi-  Timcinte* 

Cre.  Signer  io  voglio  in  Fr^gia 

Subito  ritornar.    Manea  il  tuo  cenixo 

Perche  pofTan  dal  porto 

Le  navi  ufcir.    Demy.  Cht  ^ici  ? 

E  lo  fpofp  ?  c  le  npzze  ?    Cre.  Eh  per  Creufa 

Nou  e  '1  cor  di  Timante  : 

Alfin  bramo  partir.    Dm.  Ma  lo  vedeftl  ? 

Cre. 
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ACT  IL 

SCENE  L 
A  Hall. 

Creufa  and  Adrajlus. 

Cre.  rr^OO  well  I  fee  the  caufe,  which  makes 
Jl  Timanthes 
Refufe  my  hand  :  his  heart  is  pre-engaged^ 
Another  Fair  pofleffes  his  afFe£tions, 
And  I  was  call'd  to  this  ill-omea'd  region 
Only  to  be  an  objed:  of  derifion  : 
But  to  my  royal  father  I'll  return  ; 
He  fhall  avenge  my  wrongs. 
Adr,  Reftrain,  O  Princefs, 

Th*  effufions  of  thy  rage  and  blind  refentmcnt. 
The  wrath  which  in  thy  hojom  glows 

Will  hurt  thy Jelf  more  than  thy  foes  : 
SThinky  thy  rejentment  is  a  dart 

Which  turns  the  point  again§i  thy  heart. 

(emt ) 

S    C    E    N    E  II. 

Creufa  and  Demophon^  then  Timanthes. 
Cre.  My  Lord, 

Let  me  return  to  Phrygia,  thy  permiflion 

Is  wanting  that  the  fhips  may  quit  the  port : 

Grant  my  requeft, 

"What  fay'ft  thou,  Princefs  ? 

Wilt  thou  depart,  and  leave  the  Prince,  forego 

The  promised  nuptials  ? 
Cre.  For  Timanthes,.  Sir, 

Creufa  boafts  no  charms— I  would  be  gone^ 
Dm.    But  haft  thou  feen  my  fon     Gr^,  I  have 

Dm. 
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Cre.  U  vidi.    Bern.  Ti  parlo  ?   Cre.  Cosi  parlato 
Ei  meco  non  aveflc.    Dem.  E  che  ti  diffG  ? 

Cre.  Sighor  bafta  cosi.    Dem.  Creufa  intendo — 
Ma  non  tenaer,  la  mano 

,  Purche  tu  non  la  fdegni,  in  quefto  giorno 
II  figlio  a  te  dara.    La  mia  ne  impegno 
Fede  real.    Cre.  fTimante 
Air  imeneo  s'  aftringa 
Per  peter  rifiutarlo)    Ebbene,  accetto 
Signer  la  tiia  promefla  :  or  fia  tua  cura 
Che  poi. — Dem,  Bafta  cosj,  vivi  ficura. 

{parte  Creufa) 

^im.  Mio  Re,  niio  genitor,  grazia^  perdono; 
Pieta.     Dem^  Per  chi  ?     T'im.  Per  rinfelice 
figlia 

Deir  afflitto  Matufio.  Dem,  Ho  gia  decifo: 
Afcoltami  Timante, 
Nella  real  Creufa 

Rifpetta  la  mia  fcelta,  lo  fin  ad  ora 
Da  padre  ti  parlai.    Non  obbligarmi, 
A  parlarti  da  Re.    T/>/,  Del  Re,  del  padre 
Venerabili  i  cenni 

Egualniente  mi  fen.    Ma  tu  lo  fai: 
Amor  forza  non  foffre.    Dem.  lo  cosi  voglio. 
^inh  Ed  io  non  poflb.    Dem.  Audacc  ! 
Non  fai — Tim.  Lo  fo.  Vorrai  punirmi, 

Der/i.  E  voglio 
Che  in  Dircea  s'incominci  il  tuo  caftigo. 
Tim.  Ah  no.     Dem.  Parti.     Tim.  Ma  fen  ti. 
Dem.  Intefi  affai. 
Dircea  voglio  che  mora. 
Tim,  E  morendo  Dircea.  Dem.  Ne  parti  ancora  ? 
Tim*  Si  partiro.    Ma  poi — 

Non 


(  ) 


Z)      And  did  he  fpcak  to  thee  ? 

Cr€\  He  did  :  would  he  had  never  fpoken  I 

Dem.  Ha  !  what  faid  he  ? 

Crc.  Excufe  me,  Sir,  let  this  fufEce  

Dem.  Creufa 

I  underftand  thee  :  but  fear  not  O  Princefs,this 

Day  my  fon  (hall  give 

To  thee  his  hand,  if  thou  wilt  deign  t'accept  it; 

I  plight  the  faith  and  honour  of  a  King 
Cre.  (Yes,  let  him  force  Timanthes  to  confent. 

That  fo  I  may  refufe  him)   well^  my  Lord 

I  take  thy  word — be  thine  the  care — but  if— 
Dem.  Enough  ;  to  me  fecurely  trufl  thy  honour. 

{exit  Creufa.) 

"Tim.  My  King !  my  father,  pity,  grace  and 
pardon  ! 

Bern.  For  whom  doft  thou  intreat  ? 

I'im.    Th'  unhappy  daughter 

Of  poor  Mathufiu$~jDm.  'Tis  already  done: 
Her  doom  is  fix'd,  now  let  us  change  the  fub- 
jea  ; 

Learn  to  refpeft  my  choice  in  fair  Creufa  : 
Thou  yet  hafl  heard  the  father  only:  force  me  not 
To  employ  the  royal  authority. 
7im*  Sacred  alike 

I  hold  the  dictates  of  the  King  and  father  : 
But  well  thou  know'il  love  cannot  be  com- 
pell'd. 

Dem.  'Tis  my  command.  Tim.  And  I  can  never — 
Dem.  Ha  !  what  means  this  boldnefs  ? 

Doft  thou  not  know  ~ — 
Tim^  I  know  thou  wilt  chaflife  me. 
Dem.  Yes,  thou  lhalt  feel  thy  punifliment  begun 

In  her  thoi-rlov'ft,  thy  Dirce.         O  for  pity  ! 

Dem, 
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Noil  ti  lagnar.    Dem.  Che  !  temerario  !  (Oh 
Dei!) 

Minacci  !    Tim.  lo  non  diftinguo 
Se  priego,  o  fe  minaccio.    A  poco,  a  poco 
La  ragion  m'abbandona.    A  un  paflb  eftremo 
Non  coftringermi  o  padre.    lo  mi  protefto. 
Farei — chi  fa  !    Dem.  Di:  che  farefti,  ingrato? 
^im.  Tutto  quel  chc  farebbe  un  difperato. 

Prudent e  mi  chiedi? 

Mi  hrami  innocent e  ? 

Lo  fenti:  lo  vedi: 

Dipende  da  te. 

Di  leiy  per  cui  penoy 

Se  penfo  al  periglio  ; 

Tal  /mania  bo  nel  feno^ 

^al  benda  ho  fid  ciglio^ 

Che  r  alma  di  freno 

Capace  non  e. 

,  S    C    E    N  A 

Demofonte  folo. 

Dunque  ognuno  m'ijifulta  ? 
Tutti  fcuotono  il  freno  ?  ah  non  e  tempo 
Di  foffrir  piu.    Cuftodi  ola,  Dircea 
Si  tragga  al  facrificio: 
D'ogni  clemenza  omai 
Difarmar  voglio  il  core, 
E  la  voce  afcoltar  fol  del  rigore. 

Un 


(p^rte) 
III 
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Dem.  Awdy.    ^im  Yet  hear — 
Dem.  Vv  heard  enough,  and  Dirce 
Shall  die  ;  her  doom  is  feal'd. 

Tim.  And  if  fhe  dies   

Dem^  Art  thou  not  yet  gone  ? 

Tim.  Yes  I  will  depart,  but  then  connplain  not  if 

The  event  fliould  prove— 
Dem,  Prelunnptuous  fon!  doft  thou  threat  ? 
Tm,  I  know  not  when  1  fpeak 

Jn  pray'rs  or  threats,  reafon  by  flow  degrees 
Forfakes  her  feat — O  force  me  not,  my  father 
To  paffion's  wild  extremes— I  here  proteft — • 
I'll  do—what  may  I  not— • 
Dem.  Speak  out  ingrate  ! 

What  wilt  thou  do  ?  . 
Tim.  All  that  defpair  can  prompt. 

IVould'h  thou  have  me  prudent  ilill ; 

Would^ft  thou  my  innocence  defend  ? 

^Tis  thine  to  rule  me  at  thy  will^ 

On  thee  my  future  deeds  depend. 

My  thoughts  no  longer  peace  can  find^ 

While  Jhcy  whofe  danger  Jills  my  mind 

With  frenzy  fires  my  foul  : 

My  paj/ions  tighten  from  my  eyes  ; 

No  force  of  reafon  can  fufflce 

MyfurytocontrcuL  (exit.) 

SCENE  III. 
Demophon  alone. 

Muft  all  infult  me  thus  ! 

'Tis  time  to  vindicate  my  flighted  pow'r. 

Guards,  fee  that  Dirce  be  without  delay 

Led  to  the  facrifice — 

My  wonted  lenity. 

And  harmful  pity  muft  be  laid  afide. 

And 
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tenero  affetto 
Mi  Jento  nel  petto 
Che  render  la  calma 
Vorrehhe  a  queji^  alma^ 
E  gelido  il  core 
Tremando  mi  va. 
Nel  J'eno  a  dejiarmi 
Sz  fieri  contrafii 
Non  parmi  che  bafti 
La  Jala  pet  a.  {parte.) 

S    C    E   N    A  IV. 

Dircea  in  hianca  vejle^  e  coronata  di  fiori  tra  le 
guardiey  ed  i  Minijtri  del  T'empioy  indi  Matu- 
Jioy  poi  Timante. 

Dir.       Che  mni  feci  amid  Dei ! 

Perche  debho  ognor  penar  ? 
Deh  cejjate  affanni  miely 
Non  mi  fate  fojpirar. 
Mat.  Ahfiglia!    Dir.  Ah  genitor  !    Mat.  Che 
miro  ! 
Spettacolo  funefto ! 

Dunque  morir  tu  dei  benche  innocente  ? 
Dir.  Dello  fdegno  real  vittima  io  Ibno. 
Mat.  Ahime  !  ne  s'apre  il  fuolo  ! 

Ne  un  fuhnine  punifce 

Tanta  ingiufcizia  !    Dir.  Oh  Dio  ! 

Penfa  a  falvarti  o  padre, 

L'l  nica  tua  fperanza  e  neila  fuga, 

Involati  al  Tiranno. 
Mat.  Ah  \  refpirar  non  poflb  in  tan  to  affanno 

{parte) 
Jim^ 
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And  yet  I  feel  fpight  of  my  rage 

A foft  emotion  in  my  hreafi  ; 
A  thmfand  doubts  my  mind  engage^ 

With  endlefs  fears  lam  diflreji. 
This  confii£l^  which  I  can* t  controul 

From  pity  fare  can  ne" er -proceed  : 
Some  pow^r  above  diSira£ls  my  fouly 

And  my  confujion  has  decreed,  (exit.) 

SCENE  IV. 

Dircea  in  white  veftments^  crowned  with  flowers^ 
Priejls  and  guards^  then  MathufiuSy  afterwards 
'iimanthes. 

Te  pow'rs  why  am  1  thus  oppnfly 

With  endlefs  woesy  and  ceafelefs  griif  ? 

Remove  the  tortures  of  my  breajty 
And  give  my  innocence  relief 

Mat.  My  daughter!    Dir.  O  father  ! 
Mat.  What  do  I  fee  ?  Moft  horrid  fpeftacle  ! 

Alas  !  thy  innocence  cannot  protedt  thee  from 

The  tyrant's  fury. 
Dir.  I  am  a  vidim  of  the  King's  revenge. 
Mat.  And  earth  does  not  open! 

Nor  light'nings  fly  to  punifti  fuch  injuftice. 
Dir.  O  Heavens  !  think  on  thy  own  fafety  O 
father. 

The  only  refuge* that  remains  for  thee  is  a 
Precipitate  flight — put  thyfelf  out  of  the 
Tyrant's  power. 
Mat.  My  heart  is  withered  at  this  piteous  fight) 

(exit.) 
Tim. 


/ 
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Tim.  Mifei^o  me  !    La  fpofa  ! 

Dircea,  chcavvenne.^    Dir.  Alfine 
Ecco  Tora  fatale.    Ecco  Teftremo 
Iftante  ch'io  ti  veggo.    Ah  prence,  ahqueflo 
piir  ramaropaffo.    Tim.  E  come  !  il  padre 
Dir.  Mi  vuol  morta  a  momenti.    Tim.  In  fin 

ch'io  vivo^ — 
D/>\  Signor,  chefai  ?    Sol  contro  tanti;  in  vano 

{volendo  fnudar  la  fpada.) 
Difendi  me,  perdi  te  fteflb,  Tim.  EVero 
Miglior  via  prendero.    Dir.  Dove  ?     Tim.  A 
raccorre 

Euanti  amici  potrov    Vapure:  al  tempio 
Saro  prima  di  tc.    Dir.  No  penfa — oh  Dio  ! 
Tim.  Non  v'  e  piu  che  penfar.    La  mia  pietade 
Gia  diventa  furor.    Tremi  qualunqiie 
Oppormifi  vorra  :  fe  fofle  il  padre, 
Non  rifparmio  delitti.    11  ferro,  il  fuoco 
VoVhe  abbatta,  confumi 
La  Reggia,  il  tempio,  i  facerdoti,  i  numi. 
Spcja  amata  a  qtiefii*  addio 

Mi  Ji  fpezza  in  feno  il  cor. 

Ma  tu  fiangi—ah  frena  oh  Dio  I 

^ell  ^amaro  tuo  dolor. 

Ah  I  crudeli  in  voi  le  prove 

lo  daro  del  mio  valor — 

La  full'  ara  in  grembo  a  Giove 

Proverete  il  mio  furor — 

Sventurato  a  tant  ^affanno 

No  non  regge  quejto  cor.  (parts) 

SCENA 
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Tim.  Alas  !  what  do  I  fee!  Almighty  po\\''rs! 

My  Dircea  fpeak,  what  can  this  mean  ? 
Dir.  At  length  the  fatal  hour  is  come  ; 

Thefe  eyes  muft  never,  never  fee  thee  more  ! 

O  Prince  !  how  cruel  is  the  fcparation  ! 

Tim,  And  does  my  father   

Dir.  'Tis  his  will  that  I  this  inftant  fufFer. 
Tim.  Never  whiJft  I  live —  (going  to  draw) 

Dir.  What  would'ft  thou  do,  my  Lord  !  again  ft 
fuch  numbers 

Thou  feek'ft  in  vain  to  favc  me,  but  muft  rufti 

Thyfelf  to  certain  ruin. 
Tim.  True  my  love, 

ril  feek  fome  better  way. 
Dir.  But  whither  go'ft  thou  ? 
Tim.  To  draw  together  all  the  friends  I  have  ; 
Go  thou  in  peace;  Til  reach  the  fane  before  thee. 
Dir.  Yet  think — O  Heav'n  ! 
Tim.  There  is  no  room  for  thought : 

My  pity's  turned  to  fury  :  tremble  all, 

That  dare  oppofe  me  :  ftiould  my  father's  felf 

My  frenzy  knows  no  bounds  let  fwords  and 

flames 

Deftroy  the  palace,  temple,  priefts  and  gods  ; 
Muft  then  I  fee  my  lovely  Bride 
Thus  torn  reluctant  from  my  fide 
T 0  cruel  death  decreed  ! 
Alas  !  thy  tears  increafe  my  pain j 
And  make  my  bofom  bleed. 
But  peace  with  thy  alarms — 
The  gloomy  tyrant  hopes  in  vain 
To  tear  thee  from  my  arms. 
Ev'n  on  Jove's  altar  1  engage 
T 0  give  thy  life  relief 
A^nd  make  the  Priefls  the  vi£iim  of  my  rage  t 
Te  pow'rs  what  anguifh  I  fufiain  ! 
Ihav^  no  words  to  tell  my  grief.  (exit.) 
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S    C    E   N    A  V. 

Dinea  indi  Creufa. 

Dir.  Fermati.    Ah  non  m'afcolta, 

A  chi  chieder  foccorfo. — Ah  principefla. 
Ah  Creuia,  pieta.    Non  puoi  negarla  ; 
La  chiede  al  tuo  bel  core 
NeU'  ultime  iniferie  una  che  muore. 

Cre.  Chi  fei  ?  die  brarni  ?    Dir.  11  cafe  mio  gia 
not6 

Pur  troppo  ti  fara.    Dircea  fon  io: 
Vado  a  morir  ;  non  ho  delitto.  Imploro 
Pieta  ma  non  per  me.    Salva,  proteggi 
II  povero  Tiniante,  egli  fi  perde 
Per  deflo  di  falvarnmi.    In  te  ritrovi, 
Se  i  prieghi  di  chi  nriuor  vani  non  fono, 
Difperato  affiftenza,  ereoperdono. 

Cre.  E  tu  a  morir  vicina 

Come  puoi  penfar  tanto  al  fuo  ripofo  ? 

Dir.  Oh  Dio  !  piu  non  cercar.    Sara  tuo  fpofo, 

(parte) 

Cre.  E  la  cagion  fon  io 

Di  si  fiera  tragedia  ?    Ah  d'evitarla 
Si  ricerchi  la  via 

Lo  richiede  Tonor,  la  gloria  mia.  (parte) 

S   C    E   N    A  VL 

Bofco^  che  conduce  al  Tempio.    Marcia^  Dopo  breve 
mifchiay  Jiegu£  duello  fra  due  Campioni  con  Juono 
ditrombe^  e    altri  firumenti  \  dileguati  i  combat- 
tenti  ejce  Timante  tenendo  da  una  mano  la  Jpaday  e 
ddr  altra  Dircea  da  hi  liberata. 

Tim. 
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SCENE  V. 

Dircea  then  Creufa. 

Dir.  Oftay  ! — he  hears  me  not. 

Did  I  but  know  of  whom  t*implore  relief  ? 
Ah  Princefs  !  ah  Creufa  !  grant  me  pity. 
Thou  canft  not  fure  refufe  a  dying  wretch. 
Who  *midft  the  bitt'reft  grief,  aflays  to  move 
Thy  gentle  heart,  no  ftranger  to  compaflion. 

Cre.  Who  art  thou  ?  fay,  what  would'ft  thou  ? 
Dir.  Sure  my  fate 

Too  well  is  known  by  thee;  my  name  is  Dirce  ^ 
I  go  to  die,  yet  guiltlefs  of  a  crime. 
1  afk  no  pity  for  myfelf,  Creufa ; 
But  fave,  defend  the  poor  diftrefs'd  Timanthes. 
To  guard  my  life,  he  courts  his  own  dcftruclion. 
If  e'er  th'  entreaties  of  the  dying  move, 
O  !  let  him  find  in  you  a  kind  proteftrefs  ! 
Appeafe  his  anger,  or  procure  his  pardon 
To  all  the  frantic  deeds  of  rafh  defpair* 

Cre.  And  can  it  be,  that  on  the  verge  of  deaths 
Thou  feerft  fo  deeply  for  another's  welfare  ? 

Dir.  Enquire  no  further— fate  decrees  him  thine. 

(exit.) 

Cre.  And  (hall  I  be  the  caufe  of  this  fad  tragedy? 
Ah  !  fome  means  fliall  yet  be  found  to 
Prevent  it — my  honour  requires  that  I  fliould 
Endeavour  to   promote    the    happinefs  of 
Dircea.  {exit.) 

SCENE  VIL 

A  grove  leading  to  the  temple.  A  flight  Jkirmijh  en- 
Jms^  in  which  the  friends  of  Timanthes  have  the 
advantage.    "The  combatants  being  gone  off^  *Ii- 
manthes  appears  with  his fword  drawn^  and  Dircea 
hy  the  kand^  whom  he  haj  delivered.  Tim. 
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Tim,  Vieni  mia  vita,  vieni, 
Non  paventar,  fei  falva. 

Dir.  Ah  che  facefti  !    Tim,  lo  feci 

Quel  che  dovea.    Dir.  Mifera  me  !  conforte. 
Oh  Dio,  tu  fei  ferito.    Oh  Dio,  tu  fei  ! 
Tutto  di  fangue  afperfo.  Tim.  Eh  no,  Dircea, 
Non  ti  fmarrir.    Dalle  mie  vene  ufcito  | 
Qi]cfto  fangue  non  e*    Dal  feno  altrui 
Lo  traffe  il  mio  furoi%    Dtr.  Ma  guarda — 

Tim.  Ah  fpofa, 
Non  pill  dubbi,  fuggiamo— Z)/r.  Ahime  che 
miro  ! 

Stuol  d'armati  s'avanza.     Tim.  O  Ciel  !  glj 
amici 

Tutti  m'abbandonar  !    Dir.  Miferi  noi ! 
Or  che  farem  ?    Tim.  Col  ferro 
Una  via  t'apriro.    Sieguimi — 

S    C    E    N    A  VIL 

Demofonte  dal?  altro  lato  con  fpada  alia  mam  e  detti^ 
Guardie. 

Dem.  Indegno —  {Timante  viene  dtf- 

Air  oltraggiatb  nume  armato  datlt 

La  vittima  fi  renda,  e  lenza  indugio  guardie) 
Si  fveni.    Dir.  Oh  Dio  !    Tim^  Che  afcolto  ! 
Svenar  ii  mio  teforo  ! 
Fermatevi  tiranni, 

Sentimi  o  padre:  eflfer  non  pud  Dircea 
l^a  vittima  richiefta.    11  facrificio  j 
Sacrilego  faria.    Dem.  Per  qual  ragione  ? 
X^m.  Di;  che  doraanda  il  nume  ? 
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Tim.  Come,  come  my  love  thou'rt  fafe. 
Dir.  Ah  me  !  Timanthes, 

What  haft  thou  done  ? 
Tim  I've  done  but  as  I  ought. 
D^r.  Unhappy  me  ! — alas  !    my  Lord  thouVt 
wounded, 

O  Gods  !  thouVt  all  o'er  blood. 
Tim.  Be  not  difmayed  ; 

The  blood  thou  fee'ft  ne'er  iffu'd  from  thefe 
veins, 

'Tis  whatjmy  rage  from  other  breafts  has  drawn. 
Dir.  Yet  look  * 

Tim.  No  more  my  life  f  compofe  thyfelf. 

Let  us  be  gone. 
Dir.  Alas  !  what  do  I  fee  ? 

Yonder  I  behold  approaching  the  royal  guards. 
Tim.  O  Heavens  !  all  my  friends  have  forfaken  me. 
Dir.  O  misfortune  !  what  can  be  more  ? 
Tim.  This  fword  lhall  hue  thy  pafTage,  follow  me. 

SCENE  VIL 

To  thm  Demophon  with  hi$  fword  drawn — Guards^ 

Dem.  Unworthy  fon  !  Let  the  viftim  be  reftored 
to  the  offended  Deity,  and  let  the  facrifice 
inftantly  take  place. 

Dir.  O  ye  merciful  Gods  ! 

Tim.  What  do  I  hear? — ^Muft  I  then  fee  my  dear- 
eft  confort  flain  !  the  innocent  Dircea 
murdered  ! — Tyrants  forbear,  and  hear 
me  o  father — Know  Dircea  never  can  be 
the  vidim  Heaven  requires — the  facrifice 
would  prove  a  profanation. 

Dem.  What  can  be  the  reafon  ? 

Tim.  Say  what  does  the  the  God  demand  ? 

Dm 

9 
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Bern.  D'una  vergine  il  fangue.     "Tim.  Ebben 
Dircea 

Non  puo  condurfi  a  morte, 

Ella  e  moglie,  ella  e  madrc^  e  mia  confortc;. 

Chi  puo  mirar  quel  volto 

Senza  languir    amove  ? 
\  Tiranna  e  d'ogni  core 

La  vara  fua  belt  a. 
I)ir.        Chi  pib  veder  quel  lahhro 

Senza  penare  ?   oh  Dio  ! 

Chi  parla  air  idol  mia 

Refiftere  non  fa, 
Dem^       Ferfidoy  indegna^  tact. 
Tim.  Dk\  Colpevole  non  Jono — 
Dem,        Per  te  non  v'e  perdono. 
^im.  Dir.  Cieli !  che  Mai  far  a  ? 
Dem.  dijleal  iradijti  (a  Tmante} 

La  Maejla  del  foglio ; 

//  tuo  malnatQ  orgoglio 

Punire  il  del  fapra.         (a  Dircea) 
^im.Dir.  Calma,  Sign  or  lo  fdegnOy 

De"  nojlri  cafti  affetti 

^uejlo  innocente  pegno 

Chieda  per  not  [ieta. 

(Timante  e  Dircea  prefentano  a  Demofonte  \l 
piccolo  Olinto,  il  quale  s'  inginocchia  a'  fuoi 
piedi.) 

Dm.       Ah  piti  7ion  ho  conftglio^ 

Tremando  il  cor  mi  va. 
^im.Dir*  Vorror  del  mio  periglio 

Gran  palpiti  mi  dd. 
A.  3.      Ahime  che  nel  mio  feno 

Un  turbins  ft  deflay. 

Ok 
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Dm.  A  virgin's  blood. 

Tim,  Then  Dircea  mufl:  not  here  be  led  to  death. 
She's  wedded — fbe's  a  mother — fhe's  my  wife* 

No  mortal  can  look  at  that  face, 

Butfmit  with  love,  muft  frantic  rave  ; 

Thofe  beauteous  looks,  that  matchlefs  grace 

Of  ev'ry  heart  can  make  a  flave, 
Dir  Thofe  purpk  lips  fure  none  can  fee 

But  Cupid's  darts  is  doom'd  to  prove. 

From  foft  defires  no  fair  is  free. 

Who  hears  the  accents  of  my  love. 
Dem\  Wretches  forbear,  your  words  reftrain. 
^im.  Dir.  Our  innocence  we  muft  defend, 
Z)^;^/,  To  plead  your  caufe  youftrivein  vain. 
Dir, Tim.  Ye  pow'rs  !  when  ihall  our  forrows  end? 
Dem.Thy  Royal  rank,  which  all  revere, 

( to  Timanthes, ) 

Betray'd — thy  honour  laid  afide ; 

And  thou  prefumptuous  thoughtlefs  fair, 

[to  Dircea.) 

Shalt  be  the  viftim  of  thy  pride. 
Tim.  Dir.  O  let,  my  Lord,  thy  anger  ceafe, 

7  his  pledge  of  our  connubial  love 

Behold,  thy  mind  bent  to  appeafe. 

And  for  our  fake  thy  pity  move. 
( Timanthes  and  Dircea  pre/ent  to  Demophon  little 
O  lint  bus,  who  kneels  before  the  King.) 

Dem.  My  courage  finks,  my  reafon  fails. 
And  my  heart  trembles  in  my  breaft, 

Tim.  Dir.  The  danger's  fear  my  foul  affails, 
With  palpitations  I'm  oppreft. 

All  three  Alas!  a  thoufand  cares  combin'd 

Like  bluft'ring  winds,  which  e'er  incre^fe 

Have 
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Che  omai  divien  tempeSla, 

E  vaciUar  mi  fa.  {partono) 

S    C    E    N    A  VIII. 

Cher  into  e  Adrajio. 

Che.  Timante  fventurato  ! 

Adr.  Anzi  d'ogni  mortale  e  il  piu  felice. 

Che.  Come  ?    Adr.  A  placar  il  padre 

Ando  Creufa,  e  certo 

Son  dell  a  fua  vittoria; 

10  volo  al  tuo  german.  Che.  Cor  mio  coftanza, 
Rinata  nel  mio  feno  e  la  fperanza. 

In  m  cor  che  fu  piagato 
Da  un^  amabile  pupilla 
Deftar  bafta  una  favilla 
Per  che  torni  al  primo  amor.  (parte) 

S    C    E    N    A  IX. 

Appartemento  Reale. 
Dircea    indi  Demofonte. 

IHr.  Perche  bramar  la  vita  ?  e  quale  in  lei 
Placer  fi  trova  ?    Ogni  fortuna  e  pena, 
E'  miferia  ogni  eta,  fogni  e  follie 
Son  noftre  cure  ;  e  quando 

11  vergognofo  errore 

A  fcoprir  s'incomincia,  allor  fi  muore. 
D^;^;.  Confortati  Dircea, 
Creufa  in  tuo  foccorfo 
Venne  a  implorar  pietade,  e  tuttp  obblio; 

Ecco 


Have  raird  a  tempeft  in  my  mind. 

That  wrecks  my  fenfes  and  my  peace,  (exeunt) 

S    C    E    N    E  VIII. 

Cherinthus  and  Adrajlus. 

Cher.  Unfortunate  Timanthes  ! 

Adr^  He  unfortunate — I  think  his  happinefs  has 

reach'd  the  higheft  pitch. 
Cher.  How  fo  ? 

Adr.  Creufa  is  gone  to  appeafc  his  father,  and  I 
am  fure  he  will  fucceed — Mean  while  Til  haften 
to  your  brother.  (exit.) 
Che.  My  heart  take  comfort— -Hope  is  ftill  fmil- 
ing  on  my  wifhes.  ^"^^ 

When  at  a  faithful  tender  foUl 

T^he  fon  of  Venus  aims  his  fires ^ 
No  time  the  pajjion  can  controul, 
The  flame  may  lurk,,  hut  ne'er  expires. 

(  exit ) 

S    C    E    N    E  IX- 
A  Royal  Apartment.    Dircea  and  Demophon. 

Dir.  Why  fliould  we  covet  life  ?  what  are  its 
charms  ?  for  all  degrees   are  wretched  :  cv'ry 
Hate  partakes  of  milcry  ; 
All  our  fchemes  are  fliadows. 
Vain  and  illufive  as  a  fick  man's  dream  ! 
And  when  we  begin  at  laft  to  know 
Our  life's  whole  folly,  death  cuts  off  the  fcene. 

Dem.  Dircea  let  thy  anxious  cares  be  gone,  this  is 
a  moment  for  joy — Creufa  has  implor'd  my 
mercy,  and  her  virtues  have  forced  mc  to  confent 

to 


(    4^  ) 


Ecco  rcndo  a  Timante 
La  tenefezza  mia,  la  fpofa,  il  figlio, 
,   La  liber r&,  la  vita* 
Dir.  A  poco,  a  poco, 

Signore  per  pieta.    Troppe  fon  queftc^ 
Troppe  gioje  in  un  punto. 
Dm.  Or  dal  tuo  fpofo 

lo  vado  ad  annunziargli  il  fuaperdono  {parti) 
Dir.  O  fortunata  forte  !  j 
Adorato  conforte  ora  pofs'io 
Abbracciarti  ficura, 
E  fino  all'  ore  cftremc 
Seiiza  piu  palpi  tar  vivremo  inficmc, 

NelV  atnarti  0  caro/pofo  ^ 

La  mia  pace  trover o  ; 

La  tua  pacCy  il  tuo  ripojo 

Mia  fperanza  iopur  faro. 

II  ri^or  deW  empio  fata 

^ejia  fiamma  plachera ; 

jih  mio  bency  il  nofiro  jiat§  • 

Szy  heato  ognor  far  a. 

Siete  0  Jlelle  affin  placate^ 

Piu  rigor  per  mi  non  v*e  ; 

Ah  fra  ralmt  innamorate 

^al  contenta  e  piu  di  me.  (P^^^^) 

S    C   E   N   A  X, 

TmanPf  t  Matujio. 

J'im.  Numi  che  gioja  e  qucfta  !     A  prova  io 
fcnto 

Che  ha  piu  forza  un  piaccr  d'ogni  tormcnto. 
M?/.  Prencc,  Signor/    37w.  Sci  tu  Matufio  ? 
Mat.  Appunto* 
V '  "Tim. 
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to  her  wiflics — I  have  forgot  my  indignation' 
and  I  give  back  to  Timanthes  my  former  ten- 
dernefs. 

His  fpoufe,  hisfon,  his  liberty  aiid  life. 
Dir.  O  !  hold  my  Lord  ey'en  in  pity  hold ; 

Such  mighty  raptures  flow  too  faft  upon  me. 
Dem.  Now  I  will  haflen  to  acquaint  Timanthes 
that  he  is  reflored  to  my  Royal  favour.  (mV.) 
Dir.  Tranfporting  thought !  my  beloved  confort  \ 
It  is  then  given  me  foon 
Fearlefs  to  clafp  him  in  my  fond  embrace, 
And  without  a  future  pang  we  fliall  together 
lead  our  lives. 

My  foul  indulging  in  the  thought  ]^ 

With  tender  blifs  runs  o'er  ' 
'The  Gods  to  me  that  peace  have  brought 

My  breaft  had  loft  before. 
Defpif^d  alike  be  ev*ry  ill 

Which  mortah  can  fuftain^ 
One  moments  joy  which  now  I  feel 
Is  worth  an  age  of  pain.  (exit.} 

SCENE  XL 

Timanthes  then  Mathuf.us. 

^Tims  Be  fl:ill  myforrows,  and  be  loud  my  joys  ! 
^  Now,  now,  I  find  that  unexpected  blifs 

Can  fooner  raife,  than  grief  deprefs  the  foul. 
Mat.  O  Prince  !  My  Lord. 
Vim^  Art  thou  Mathufius  ?    Mat.  I  am— 
Vim.  O  !  1  have  wonders  to  relate^  my  friend  : 
\Iat.  Perhaps  thou  may'ft  moft  wonders  hear 

from  me. 

'im  Know/Pm  this  hour  the  happieft  of  mankind. 
4at.  Know  that  I  have  difcover'd  a  great  fecret. 

Tim. 
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Tim.  Gran  cofe  io  ti  diro.  Mat.  Forfc  piu  grand  i 
Da  me  ne  afcolterai.    Tim.  Sappi  che  in  terra 
11  piu  licto  or  fon  io.    Mat.  Sappi  che  or  ora 
Scoperfi  un  gran  fegreto,     Tim,   E  quale  ? 

Mat.  Afcolta 

Se  la  novella  e  ftrana  :  ^rulxilm  f!!?! 

Dircea  non  e  mia  figlia,  e  tua  gcrmahju     .  / 

Tim.  Mia  germana  Dircea!    Mat.  Fede  ficura 
Quefto  foglio  ne  fa.    Tu  trcmi,  o  Prence  ! 

(Gli  porge  un  foglio) 
Quefto  c  piu  che  ftupor.    Perche  ti  copri 
Di  pallor  si  funefto  ? 

Tim.  (Onnipotenti  Dei,  che  colpo  e  quefto ! ) 

Mat.  Una  germana  acquifti, 

Ed  e  quefta  per  te  cagion  di  duolo  ? 

Tim.  Laiciami  per  pieta,  lafciami  folo, 

{Miitufto  parte.) 

S    C   E   N    A  XL 

Demofonie^  Creuja^  col  piccolo  Olinto^  Adrafto  e 
detto. 

Dm.  Amato  figlio.    Tim.  Ah  no  :  con  qucft© 
nome 

Non  chiamarmi  mai  piu-   Dm.  Come!  t'involj 
*  Dalle  patcrne  braccia  1 
Tim.  Ardir  non  ho  di  rimirarti  in  faccia. 
Cre.  Eccoil  tuo  figlio,  a  ten  fen  viene^  Tim.^dxKx 

Parti  Creufa,  oh  Dio  ! 
Cre.  Da  te  mi  fcacci  in  di  cosi  giocondo. 
Tim^  Dove  mifero  me,  dove  m'afcondo  ! 
Cre.  Ma  dove  andrai  ?    Tim.  Dove  non  fplenda 
il  fole^ 

Ove 
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Tim.  What  fccret  ? 

Mat.  Hear,  and  own 'ti^  wondVous — Dirce 
Is  not  my  daughter  ;  fhe'$  thy  filler, 

Tim.  Dirce  my  fifter  ! 

Tim.  This  paper  yields  a  certain  proof 

(gives  him  a  paper,) 

Mat.  Thou  trembled  Prince  !  Sure  this  is  more 
than  a  wonder. 

Why  fpreads  that  deadly  palenefs  o'er  thy  face? 
lim.  (Almighty  pow'rs  what  dreadful  ftroke  is 
this!) 

Mat.  Thou  haft  gain'd  a  fifter. 

And  can  that  be  fo  great  a  caufe  of  forrow  ? 
Tim.  Leave  me,  in  pity  leave  me  to  myfelf- 

(Mat.exit.) 

SCENE  XL 

To  him  Demophon  Creufa^  and  Adrajtus  with  little 
Olinthus. 

Dem.  Mydeareft  fon, 

Tim.  Ah  no — I  muft  not  hear  that  tender  namic  ; 

Dem.  Why  doft  thou  ftiun  thy  father's  arms  ? 

Tim.  I  dare  not  look  on  thee. 

Cre.  Behold  thy  child,  he  comes  to  embrace  you. 

Tim.  Begone  Creufa  leave  me. 

Cre.  And  wilt  thou  drive  me  from  thee  on  this 

day  of  general  joy  ? 
Tim.  Where  fliall  I  fly  to  hide  me  ? 
Cre.  And  whither  go'ft  thou  ? 
Tim.  Where  the  fun  never  fliines,  where  nothing 

lives, 

Where 
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Ovc  non  fien  viventi,  ovc  fepolta 
La  memoria  di  me  fempre  rimanga: 
Dm.  E  n  padre  ?    Mr.  E  1  figlio  ?    Cre.  E  la 

tua  fpofa  ? 
Tim.    Oh  Dio  ! 

Non  parlate  cosi.    Cre..  Deh  perquci  primi 
Fortunati  momenti  in  cui  ti  piacque. 
fim.  Ah  taci,  oh  Ciel !     Cre^  Per  qnei  foavi 
nodi— • 

'Tim.  Ma  taci  per  pieta,  tu  mi  trafiggi 
L'anima  e  non  lo  fai.    Cre.  Giacche  si  poco 
Di  lei  ti  curi,  almen  ti  mova  11  figiio. 
Guardalo  e  queii'  ifteflb 
Ch'altre  volte  ti  moiTe, 

Guardalo  e  fangue  tuo.   "Tim.  Cosi  non  foffe — 
Oh  Numir-Ah  fe  fapefli 
Infeiice  bambin  quel  che  faprai 
Per  tua  vergogna  un  giorno, 
Lieto  cosi  non  mi  verrefti  intorno. 

Mifero  pargoletto 

11  tuo  deftin  non  fat: 

Ah  non  gli  dite  mai 

^ial  era  il  genitor. 

Come  in  nn  funtOy  oh  D\Oy 

^utto  cambio  d^afpetto ! 

Voi  fojie  il  mio  dtletto^ 

VotfMe  U  mio  terror,    {in  at  to  dipariirc) 

S  C  E  N  A  ULTIMA- 

Dircea^  Matufio^  Cherinto^  Adrajlo  e  detto. 

Mat.  Fermati,  non  partir,  un  grand*  arcane 

(a  Tim  ant  i} 

iJeniofontc  a  fvelar  era  ti  vengo. 

Dir. 
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Where  my  remembrance  may  be  loft  for  ever- 
Dent.  And  thy  father  ?    Mr,  And  yourfon  ? 
Cre.  And  your  confort  ? 
Tim.  O  Heavens  !  O  fpeak  not  thus  ! 
Cre.  By  thofe  dear  moments,  when  Dirce  pleaf  *d 

thee  firft  Tim,  Creufa  forbear. 

Cre.  By  all  thofe  folemn  ties=: 
Tim.  Thou  fpeak'ft  daggers  to  my  foul,  without 

knowing  it. 

Cre.  If  Dircea  cannot,  let  at  leaft  thy  fon  move 
thy  pity — look  on  him — 'tis  the  fame  that 
has  touch'd  thy  bofom  with  tendernefs  : — 
look  on  him  ftill  j 
*Tis  thy  own  blood  Tim.  would  Heav'n  he 

were  not  fo ! 

'  Ah  !  couldft  thou  now  be  fenfible  of  that 
which,  haplefs  boy  !  thou  muft  hereafter  know. 
That  wouldft  not  thus  with  fondnefs  hover 
round  me. 

Ill-fAted  child!  thou  canji  not  feel 

Thy  future  grief  and  fhame : 
May  never  tongue  thy  birth  reveal ^ 
*    Or  tell  thy  father's  name  ! 
Te  Gods  !  what  Judden  change  I  find  /. 

How  foon  my  peace  is  fled ! 
What  late  with  rapure  filVdmy  mind^ 
Is  now  my  greateft  dread. 

(going.) 

SCENE  lajl. 

Dirce,   Mathufius,  Cherintus,  Adrafiusy  and  Ti- 
manthes. 

Mat*  Timanfhes  ftay— thy  prefence  is  required— 
I  come  O  Demophon  to  acquaint  thee  with  a 
moft  important  difcovery%  Dir.  ^ 
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Dir.  Ckli !   che  mai  fara  ?    Dem.  Park,  cHr 
avvcnne  ? 

Mat.  E'  tua  prole  Dircea, 
E  mio  figlio  e  Timante. 
Furon  cambiati  in  fafce.    Alia  mia  Ipofa 
La  tua  lo  chicle  in  dono.    Utile  al  regno 
II  cambio  allor  crede.    Ma  quando  poi 
Nacque  Cherinto,  al  proprio  figlio' il  Trono 
D'aver  tolto  s'avvide:  e  all'  ore  eftremc 
Ridotta  alfin,  in  quefto  foglio  il  cafo 
Scritto  lafcio.    Dem.  Che  afcolto  ! 

(prendeil  foglio  e  legge) 

Dir.  Numi  che  ftrano  evento  !    Tim.  lo  torno  in 
vita.  ■  ' 

Dem.  Dubitar  non  fi  puo  ;  troppo  foh  ccrtc 
Le  pi-ove^  i  fegni, 

Tim.  Ecco  dunque  fon  io 

Queir  innocente  ufurpator,  di  cui 
L'  Oracolo  parlo  ! 

Dem.  Si  vedi  come 
Ogni  uube  fpari. 

Tim.  IJbero  e  il  regno 
Deir  annuo  facrificio. 
Dir.  Che  fortunato  iftante  ! 

Jdr.  Che  teneri  trafporti ! 

Che.  O  mefelice  ! 

Cre.  Di  ftupor  fi  Gonfonde  il  mio  pcnficro» 
Dem.  Principefla  Terede  io  tipromifi, 

E  te  TofFro  in  Cherinto  : 

Abbracciarc  or  tu  puoi  fenza  timore 

La  tua  bella  Dircea 

Non  rimane  fra  noi  cagion  di  duolo  i 

E  fcioglie  tanti  nodi  un  foglio  folo. 

CORO. 
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Dir.  Ye  Gods  !  what  can  this  be  ! 

Dent.  Speak  then  !  what  is  the  event  ? 

Mat.  Dircea  is  thy  own  daughter,  and  Timanthes 
my  fon  ;  they  were  exchanged  in  their  infancy. 
Thy  Royal  Confort  begg'd  Timanthes  of  my 
wife,  for  then  fliedeeoi'd  the  public  weal  con- 
cerned in  this  exchange — But  when  Cherinthus 
next  was  born,  Ihe  faw  her  rafli  defign 
Had  of  fucceflion  robb'd  her  rightful  fon  ; 
And  at  length  being  reduced  to  the  extreme 
verge  of  life,  Ihe  left  the  ftory  reveaFd  in  this 
paper. 

Dem.  What  do  I  hear  !  (takes  the  paper  and  reads) 
Dir.  Ye  powers  what  ftrange  event ! 
I'im.  This  calms  the  tumult  of  my  wounded 
thoughts. 

Dem,  There  is  no  room  for  doubt,  the  proofs  are 
too  evident. 

^im.  Then  it  was  rne  the  Oracle  meant^I  was  the 

innocent  ufurper. 
Dem.  Yes  thou  wert ;  the  clpuds  are  now  difpell'd. 
Dem.  The  kingdon  now  (lands  delivered  from  the 

annual  facrifice- 
Dir*  O  fortunate  moment ! 
Adr^  O  ever  memorable  event  ! 
Che.  My  heart  overflows  with  joy* 
Cre.  Thefe  joyful  tidings  have  fiird  my  foul  with 

wonder* 

Dem.  Princefs,  Creufa,  I  have  pledged  my  faith 
To  wed  thee  to  my  fon  and  kingdom's  heir 
And  in  Cherinthus  now  receive  them  both. 
And  thouTimanthus  may'ft  now  fecurely 
Clafp  the  fair  Dircea  :  not  a  caufc  for  forrow 
Among  us  remains,  and  all  this  wond'rous.mazc 
Of  my  (lie  fate,  this  paper  has  difclofed. 


(    so  ) 


C       O       R  0. 
Tutti  eccetto  Dcinofonte. 

Del  Trono  augufto 

D^'  tuoi  Maggior^ 
forte  e  giujto 

Serbl  ronor. 
Tim.         fei  de  fudditi 

Che  7  del  ti  die 

Padre  amorofo^ 

Ckmente  Re. 
Dir.    Ma  de'  tuoi  popoli 

Del  Trono  al  pie 

Mira  lamore^ 

Uintatta  fe. 

COR  O. 

Ah  fia  d'  efempiB 
Al  mondo  ognor 
La  gara  nobile 
Dc  nojiri  car. 


IL  FINE. 
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CHORUS. 
All  but  Dcmophon. 

I'hy  Anceftors  with ghry  fway^d  the  throne^ 

But  their  mofijbintng  virtues  are  thy  own. 
^im.    ^hy  happy  fubje£ls  from  all  bondage  free 

A  tender  anCrous  father  find  inthee^ 
Dir.     Now  projlrate  here  they  a£l  a  grateful  part^ 

By  offering  thee  the  tribute  of  their  heari. 

CHORUS. 

Let  the  world  learn  in  this  propitious  day^ 
"That  proud  we  are  our  Monarfb  to  &hey^ 


THE  END. 


